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but for the sentries our trench seemed deserted.
Whoever was not on duty had retired to the cool
shadow of the dug-outs. Slowly I made my tour
of inspection, and upon reaching the shelter" where
our duequttittos were sleeping, I paused a moment.
I heard a voice within stammering out the alphabet.
I remembered that Carlos Suarez, our former book-
keeper, who gave lessons to the illiterates, had told
me that Pedro Nenni was among the best of his
pupils. I brushed aside the sacking that was
hanging at the entrance and crept inside. Suarez
was sitting on his haunches and each of the four
chicquetillos had a spelling-book on his knees, Pedro
Nenni's mouth stretched open as far as his ears
when he saw me. Trustingly he laid his hand upon
my arm, and smiling said," Aren't the Fascists bad
shots ? They haven't learnt the use of the sights.
That's why they always miss us. Their bullets fly
too high."